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| like Wolverhampton Art Gallery xD \"Pipes\" is fictional but the flat jug is reall | saw it when | was a little kid 
and had to include it in the story p 


"Hey, James, James! Look here! It's Ppes'. Lars excited call drew James’ attention from the window, where he 
had been watching the people and traffic going about their daily business in the streets of Wolverhampton 
Trying to look a little interested, James made his way over to Lars, who was standing by a sculpture of what 
appeared to be two intertwined drainpipes. 

"Um, what's that?" James asked, frowning. 


"Pes, | just told you that" said Lars. 


"Yeah, | can see it's pipes but what are they for?" 


Lars sighed. "James, it's art!" 

James rolled his eyes. That had been Lars' mantra for the past half an hour, ever since they had arrived at 
Wolverhampton Art Gallery. Metallica were touring Europe and that very evening, had a show at Wulfrun Hall. 
They had decided to spend the day exploring the town. Kirk and Jason had decided to play golf, which James 
had immediately labelled as boring. However, he quickly regretted saying that, as Lars pounced on him, saying 
that they could go to the art gallery instead. James had been about to say that suddenly, golf sounded 
fascinating but after seeing Lars sparkling green eyes and eager, hopeful smile, had given in. He didn't like to 
hurt Lars' feelings, especially when Lars looked so cute. 

Unfortunately, the art gallery wasn't proving to be much fun for James at all. He didn't mind looking at some 
of the paintings but Lars kept on drawing his attention to certain items that were either bizarre or boring or 
boringly bizarre. Lars seemed to find them thrilling and James tried to understand what the attraction behind 
them was by listening to Lars' various monologues. However, his brain kept tuning out as other things dragged 


his attention away. 


"James, you're not listening". Lars interrupted James' thoughts again. "Ok, maybe Pies just isn't your kind of 


thing’. 
"You can say that again’ said James. "A rock club and a pint of beer is more my kind of thing". 
‘Oh James, we'll be doing plenty of that tonight" said Lars. "Today..is a day for culture". 


James silently disagreed. He tried to think of someway to distract Lars but then Lars gave an excited squeak 


and rushed over to a new item. 

"Oh wow, James, come and see this!" 

James followed Lars over to the glass cabinet he was pointing at but he wasn't impressed with the contents. 
Inside, was a jug. It looked to be a perfectly normal jug, except it was flat. 

"What the fuck?" said James. 

"James, don't swear in a place of culture" Lars scolded him. 

"But this jug!" James waved his arm emphatically at it. "H's fucking flat!" 

"James, you swore again" Lars grumbled. "I'm gonna have to gag you if you don't watch your language". 


"Promises, promises" James smirked. Then he eyed up the jug again. "Seriously Lars, you can't call that art". 


"OF course it's art" Lars insisted "You just have to understand it". 
"What is there to understand about? It's a flat jug!" 
Lars gave James a stern glare. James sighed. 


"Oh come on Lars! | could understand it if it was like some prehistoric find and once was a real, working jug. 
But it's useless. You can't put beer in it or anything’. 


‘Of course it's not useless, it's art! It's expressive, you can't just look at it and see it as an item for purely 
practical purposes". Lars continued to chatter on, trying to explain the meaning of the flat jug to James. James 
tried to listen (or at least appear to be listening) but it was impossible. So instead, he concentrated on admiring 


Lars. He was talking animatedly, his eyes were bright and his sweet lips curved into a smile. 


"And come and look at this one" Lars said, beckoning James over towards a large, old fashioned oil painting. 
James watched Lars walking; his hips swaying a little, his ass outlined in his tight jeans. 


Yeah, | think | can get through this alright after all James thought to himself. 
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That night, after their show had finished, James was lying on his bed in the hotel room he was sharing with 
Lars. He was sleepy but satisfied, the show had gone really well. They had played all their songs without a 
single mistake, the crowd had been lively but not rowdy and the atmosphere had been enticing. As tired as he 


was at that moment, James felt as if he would never be able to get enough of touring. 


James glanced at the little radio alarm clock on the dressing table. 12:56, it said. Lars was in the bathroom, 


washing his face. James hoped he would hurry up and come to bed soon. James was ready to fall asleep but 


he didn't like doing so without Lars. 

James sat up and rubbed his eyes. He was just about to go and find Lars, when the door to the en suite 
opened and Lars entered the bedroom. his hair was rumpled, his cheeks flushed pink and he was only wearing a 
pair of black briefs. He yawned and smiled at James, sitting on the bed next to him. 

"Ha, now that is more like art to me" said James. 

"Huh? What is?" Lars asked. 


"You" said James. "You look really hot tonight". 


Lars blushed with pleasure. "Really?" 


"Yeah, of course. | could just imagine somebody painting you or making a sculpture of you. That would be some 
art | wouldn't mind looking at all day". 


"Aww James" said Lars, going even redder at such a compliment. "Sometimes you really say nice things". 

‘Only sometimes?" James teased. 

"Yep. The rest of the time, you talk with your foot in your mouth" Lars teased back. James lunged at him and 
Lars squealed and dived out of the way. James chased him round the bed, not at all tired any more. Finally he 
caught Lars and pulling him down onto his lap, hugged him close. 

"You're not mad?" Lars giggled, returning James’ hug. 


| should be but | just can't be, seeing how cute you look" James replied. 


"Aww" said Lars, snuggling close. James moved one hand upwards and began stroking Lars' hair. Lars tucked his 


head underneath James’ chin and made a purring sound. 


James smiled to himself as he petted Lars. Of course, it would be nice to have a painting or sculpture of Lars 


but James didn't need one. 


He had the real thing. 


The End 


